There was a time Jim says that the blue-green backs of these fish were up so thick that a soul could get up from the railing or the stern and walk across those lazy fish sunning themselves between the kelp strands, but walk we did not Jim says; it was these blue-green and silver and yellow monsters we were There we go we all say, and you might know the rest, a fish story with the music playing and men running around excited on the deck, that fish pulling hard down and out from Jim's position on the stern, his and our place for these short hours and minutes; the sweet song of thin line pulling against drag fills our ears and the air?why it even reaches the ears of our tired and half deaf 
